

, The Tragedy */ Hamlet 

hcare me old friend.can you play the murthcr ©f Com, Ago} 

P/.i ;y, 1 my Lord. 

Warn. Weele hau’c to morrow night,you could for need ftudy 
a Ipccch of fomedofen lines, or fixcccne lines* which I would fet 
downe and infert in’t.-could you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. 

H^as.Very well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockchira 
not. My good friends, lie lcauc you till nighc,y ou ^re welcome 
to Elfonoure. Exeunt VoLand P layers, 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit, 

H am. I fo,God buy to you,now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pcfanc flaue an 1! 

Is it not monftrous chat this player heere 
But in a fixion,in a dreame of paiTion 
Could force hisfoule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftratf ion in his afpeft, 

A broken voyce,and hisvvhole function futing 
With formes to his coiiceitjand all for nothing* 

For Hecuba, 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fliould weepe for her?what would he doe 

Had he thcmotiue,and that torpaflion 

That t haue ? he would drowne the ftage with teares, 

And deaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech, 

Make mad the guilty, and appeal e the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, ou 
The very faculties ofeyes and earesjyet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall pcake. 

Like Mtf-a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufe, 

And can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whole property and moft deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made .- am I a coward. 

Who calls me villaine,breakes my pate a erode, 

Plucke.. off my beard, and blowcs it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofc,giucs me the lie i th throve 
As deene as to the lunges.- who does me this, 

Hahls’ wounds I Ihould take it; for it cannot be 
t-am nidpion liuerd.and lack e_gall 


Prince of Denntitrke,' 

Prompted to my retiengeby heauen and hell, 

[ , n £ , whc : rc ynpack my heart with words. 

About™ braincs , hun^ l haw heard. 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feenc, 

Beene Itrookc fo to the foule, that patently 
Thcv haue proclaim’d their maleta&ions . 

Formurcher diough it haue no tongue wit 
With moft miraculous organ . lie ,iauc thefe P,aj c 
Play fomthing like the mui ther of my father 
Before mine V nclc, 11c obferue his lookes. 

He tent him to the qoicke, if a do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue-fecHC 
. May be a diuell, and the diueil hath power 
T’afiume a pleafing fhape; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my weakentffe and my melanchoIJy, 
s nee is very potent with fuch fpints,. 

Abufes mce to damne nice ; He hsuc grounds 

More relatiue then this, the play s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the conference ohhe King. Exit. 

Enter King, Qwxnz, < Tolomus , Ophelia , R o fetter aus^ Gh)L 
denfterne, Lords 

King . And can you by no drift of conference 
Get fron^bim why hec puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo hatfl^ly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous litnacie ? 

Rof He dooes confefle he fecleshimfelfe diftra&cd, 

But from what caufe avvillby nomeanes fpeakc, 

GujL Nor do wee find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madnes kcepes aloofe 
When yve would bring him onto fome confeffion 



